Never traced out by the slave-sons

You beheaded the lust-blind by forging your dagger

For poor, oppressed, and suppressed

You are the friend, philosopher and guide

Swing swing swing

Never the dimming focus that flings around

Forbearing with your flower-like youth
With sparkling integrity unflinching on your forehead
Stirred with duty-bound mind, you plunged into the battle
In labyrinth, you fought like Abhimanyu the Valorous

Blood-torn eyes only rain the fire-sticks
Ugly and shapeless rocks only fire like shots
In Srikakulam woods, ants kill the snake
On Simhachalam peak, parrots torment the cat

Socialism is alias for independence

The eternal truth flourishes with dense-intense

The proven fact that Marx said is the shore

And he was the chariot chaser of the ism

The East is red and impossible to put out the spark

Swing swing swing

Never the bending flag that flies high

Manchala is offered with prayers
Maltamma is reminded with reverence
Jhansi Laxmi is poured in tears
But, shudders with fright and horror
Just hearing the name - Nirmala panchadri
You were the Bhagat Singh for the white race
The Black race labels you as the naxalite
You woutd be the morning star of the morrow
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